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By: Hayden Mills 


Life is queer with its twists and turns, 
AS every one of us sometimes (earns 
, a person tums about When 


In Dedication to my Loving Younger Brother 
Jared, 


I’m proud of you and the person you’re 
becoming. You are one hell of a writer... 


Love, 


Big B. 
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All Your Tomorrows 


I love you too much for one-night stands 


I love you too much for quick highs and 
instant gratification 


I am shaping you into a man 
And even though you may not see it now 


Just let me rest my hands, on your 
shoulders 


Let me be the controller that helps you 
through the storm 


I love you too much to let you have what 
you think you want 


I know it ends in sorrow 
And even though you curse and spit at me 
I’m patient, I know all of your tomorrows 


I know all of what you did yesterday and 
what you do today 


I know all the possible choices and 
mistakes you'll make 


And I'm too jealous to let the undertaker 
take you 


Without slipping through my fingers 
first. 


A Rich Man Walks A Road of Pennies 


Don't count your dollars or grieve by 
mistakes, 


Instead create, 
You who think of great things, 
There is no limit to what man can do, 


If he stops counting dollars and swallows 
his pride, 


If he wallows in private but steps in 
great strides, 


Than eventually he will meet his goal... 


For a rich man walks a road made from 
pocket change, 


And a dream 


The Lie of Promises 


Promises are never delivered, 


They are said but lay silent like 
corpses, 


Because there is no life in these kinds 
of words, 


Like a peaceful thought 
They are a nice idea 
But when reality hits 


You find those words were much uglier. 


These Empty Places 


Holidays just aren’t the same 

Nobody really speaks your name 

Mom, 

Dad, 

Ben, 

Jay, 

I walk into a house full of memories 


But all I find are empty boxes and dead 
identities 


ALL of them that used to fill me with so 
much joy 


As a boy, but now they Lay empty 
buildings 


And I can feel the void, these spaces 
leave 


A broken home with fights and screams 
An empty building with missed memories 
My, 

How I wish 

I could stay and keep 


But time moves forward 


For no man it sleeps. 


Unwritten Love Letters. 


I write a lot of lost love letters 
to people I’ll never meet 

but god puts you in my heart 

on my mind 


then I begin to write a cipher of 
congruent lines 


in heart and mind 


they say poetry is the language of the 
broken hearts 


so, I use these words that hurt in 
different parts 


I'm sorry that your dad has cancer 

it takes a special kind of someone 

to have all the answers 

teachers have a special place in my heart 


because they take the time to light a 
fire in yours 


they kindle it and help it grow 


life's a bitch, isn't it? 

but I just wanted to let you know 
that you were running through my mind 
at 9:00 o'clock at night 

I'm hoping everything will be alright 


I felt bad I forgot to pray for you in my 
group 


so, I'm hoping this poem will suffice. 


Children of the Morrow 


Today is not a day for leaping 

Today is not a day for spring 

Today is not a day for stepping lightly, 
In the fray, 


Today is not a day of wondering deep 
within the stray 


Today is but a day of work 

Cast iron if I may 

And let the sweat from my brow 
Water the grass below my feet 

Today is not a day to play 

Pay debts till six feet deep 

So that the morrow children 

May one-day step on the grass, 

With their bare feet, 

And enjoy the seedlings of my labor 


With sweat watered deep deep seeds 


Iron Men Don’t Cry 


Iron men don't cry until their mask is 
made 


The metal masculinity that hides the face 
Of boys who are lost 
Who feel a little misplaced 


Who look in the mirror and feel a little 
misshapen 


Who have little mishaps with tears down 
their faces 


But 


Iron men don't cry until their mask is 
made 


So, they hold it all in 

They dig it all down 

You can’t move my feet they say 
Like roots in the ground 

They stay there like stumps 

But when spring comes around 
They didn't quite blossom 


Iron men don't cry until their mask is 
made 


So, they think to themselves, 


Well, 

Maybe it's my shape, 

They hit the gym hard 
neglecting the plate 


And if it’s not that then maybe it's 
pride 


Maybe I slouch much too low with my 
stride 


So, they perk themselves up and they make 
themselves big 


Flaunting feathers like peacocks 
Apples ripe for the pick 


And if it's not pride then maybe it's 
this 


What girl in their right mind would lay 
with a stick 


So, they pump themselves up 
They make themselves thick 


Neglecting the heart that was getting 
quite sick 


But 


Iron men don't cry until their mask is 
made 


We are taught at a young age that boys do 
not cry 


So, they got their clothes dirty 


But kept the eyes dry 

And in that I fear, 

We drive our own hearses 

Coffins and bowties go well 

With these curses 

Often men who go to bed deeply hurting 


End up dead in the blankets they slept 
in. 


But what does it matter 


Iron men don't cry until their face is 
made.... 


My Classroom 


Lord knows the education system failed me 
In many ways but not the ways you think 

I got B's and A's 

C's and D's and everything in between 


I’m not talking textbook smarts and high- 
test marks 


That mark intelligence because it’s 
obvious these things 


Weren't put in place by intellectuals 
I’m talking testimonials 

I survived the bullies 

The haters and degraders 


I was different, forced to stay inside 
during recess when I couldn't retain the 
numbers 


Some of you right now might be in the 
same position 


This poem is for every teacher who was a 
preacher but didn't practice it 


Fuck you pricks 
You don't want ‘em fine! 
I'll take ‘em! 


I want all the little preemie babies 


I want all the little girls who can’t sit 
still because of ADD and ADHD 


I want all the little boys who can’t 
spell because they're dyslexic 


I want all the little gangbangers that 
mom and dad won't take care of 


I want my classroom to be hectic 


I wanna raise hell but most of all raise 
respectable adults 


So, feel free to draw with crayons on my 
walls 


Make noise and be loud 
Run around like the tyrants you are 


Run your mouths when you don't know the 
answer 


Make the cure for cancer and become a 
leader 


Because what they're preaching I won't 
drink either 


But please feel free to spill Kool-Aid on 
my carpet 


And barf when you ate too many goldfish 
crackers 


Please feel free to crack the system 
Please don't mind your manners 


Feel free to have all the incorrect 
answers 


Then ask questions later 


I want all the little boys and girls that 
no one wants 


The little brats and little snots 
That run amuck and jump and hop 


And do all the disruptive shit that makes 
other teachers watch the clock 


Give me the little girl with down 
syndrome 


Give me the genius with autism 
Give me four eyes and fatso 


Nobody changes the world being a damn 
clone, 


Do the class clown forget the rest of 
these assholes 


Who want you to sit down and stop talking 
Take your tests and keep walking 

Not in my classroom! 

Keep squawking 

Keep squeaking 

I like that sound better 


than the Kool-Aid they're preaching. 


Singing In the Rain 


Just take a deep breath 

Swallow 

Smile and keep walking forward 

The miles are drenched in rain now 
The mud makes it hard to walk 

Lie to yourself out of pure irony 
Say 

Wow what a beautiful day the sun's warm 
It touches skin paper thin and gets 
warmer 

Each cold drop makes the skin warmer 
And warmer 

And warmer 

And warmer 

Until you notice you have the chills 
And a fever 

You're sick 


But you keep walking anyways. 


What Comes After Twain 


I'm sorry sir 

I can't let you sit here anymore 
You've marked your tab past due 
You've left too many scratches 
On my left side shoulder 

I've let you mark far past Twain 
I'm sorry sir 

I can't accept nails 

That's no form of currency 

Not here at least 

I need some change 

No no, 

No sir I don't mean "change" 

I mean change 

You can't keep buying drinks 

If you're not going to pay 
You've just put me in pain 

So it pains me to say this 

In mid and broad day 

But I'm going to have to ask you 
To leave 

For not paying and no, 

I'm not waiting for eternity 


Gallows’ 


Grab the wooden handle 

Get the gasoline 

Walk united in a fire 

Grab the cardboard cutout 

Grab the pens and markers 

Walk together in the streets 

Remember what it means to be hot blooded 
Or at least use that as a scapegoat 
Because what you believe is right 
Because what you believe is fair 


Let the words erupt from that God given 
good air 


Words cut 


The irony strikes hot when the blade hits 
the fire 


When it cools down it's a mangled shape 
No longer the sharp sword it once was 


Divide my marbles up and maybe you'll get 
some 


If we both scream at the top of our lungs 


We'll get what we want when it's all done 


But then when the fires fade and you get 
the marbles 


Neither of us is happy with the color 
We wanted blue ones not green ones 
So, we grab the wooden handle 

Grab the gasoline 

Walk united in a fire 


That will never meet our needs... 


Sailor Boy 


I set my sails and set to sea 
In the distance 

Dark clouds formed then swarmed around me 
I entered the storm a boy 

But came out the other end 

a hard-hearted sailor 

What once was a bare face 

Now held a beard 

What once were soft fingers 
Now lay littered with callus 
I once slept below deck 


But now my hands steer at the helm... 


Empty Pearl’s 


How hollow is life 

If a man follows himself to his core 
He will search and search 

But find nothing like an empty shell 
Because he didn't have time to fill it 
with anything worthwhile, 

After all, 


He was looking for his own pearls 


Today | am Waiting in an Empty Living Room. 


Clock's ticking 


Tick tick tick echoes through the quiet 
house 


I dressed up the best I could 

White tuck in shirt from high school 
Some khakis with a hole in it 

From a cigar burn 

I had seven hundred dollars saved up 
Before the lay off 

Tried to call the unemployment 

They keep giving me grief 

I’ve looked for jobs high and low 

For months on end 

I walk into a grocery store on a whim 
Barely enough money 

To fill my gas tank one last time 

I have thirty-five green backs to my name 
She told me 


"We'll call you tomorrow for an interview 


Now I wait in a quiet room 


Clocks ticking 


The ticking echoes through the empty 
house. 


Most Boy’s Won’t Admit it 


Most boys won’t admit it 

But I will 

Because I’m not a fan of ego trips 

To me it’s more than just a cavity to 
Fill 

With the feeling of self-importance 

I want a moment where goosebumps shock me 
And when your breath travels into my 
mouth 

There’s a tingle on the right side of my 
tongue 

I want to feel and caress your body 

And when it’s all over 

I want you to fall asleep on top of me 
Breast resting firmly against mine 

I want to rub your shoulders and get all 
the rough stuff 


And stress out 


I want a pair of loving eyes to look back 
at me 

There are too many nights 

These loving eyes 

Look at the plaster ceiling in misery 

I want to unlock the mystery of 

What it’s like to have your hair frizzy 
What it’s like the feel the warmth of 


another 


My “Other” Notebook 


Like most respectable poets 

My “other” notebook 

Which I affectionately added the word 
CRAP to later in sharpie 

Is where I go to bitch 

Is where I go to cry 

And whine 

Plot things I would never do in real life 
My “other” notebook 

Is a place I go to talk 

When I can’t go out on walks 

When I can’t say what I need to say 
Between thin air and space 

The gravity of what I talk about 
sometimes is maddening 

It’s fragile things 

That I say when my walls go down 


When nobody’s around 


It’s a ritual I have when the day’s 
events end 
And I’m alone with my thoughts 


Armed with a ballpoint pen 


The Edge of Sanity 


On the edge of sanity 

Things blotch into grey areas 

Things like love and romance 

Things like right and wrong 

Have no solid concreate meaning here 
The song is different here 

The footsteps walking have a different 
rhythm 

The thought process here is not a 
scrambled mess 

But rather peaceful 

The concept of life and death 

Is irrelevant because you coast an in 
between 

The fear of loss is Nye 


Reality has no place here 


The only questions you ask are the 
important ones 
“does this really matter in the long 


game” 


When | Tried to Sneak my Work on the Library 
Shelf. 

One day 

When I was merely a freshman in college 
Before I thought I knew how the real 
world worked 

And my eyes where still a ‘gleam 

With the fantasy of people acknowledging 
my works 

I snuck a few thin paperbacks 

On the shelves in the poetry section of 
the university library 

I put them in neat little rows between 
much bigger books than mine 

When I left and turned around one of the 
librarians 

Took my little books off the shelf 

I watched her as she walked back behind 


her desk 


She then proceeded to throw all of them 
in the trash can 

A year later I returned to that same 
university library 

It had been torn down by construction 
machines 

And construction crews completely 

This just goes to show nihilism’s irony 
If an entire building 

That an architect had designed 

Fell away to the relevance of father time 
Than just imagine 

How unimportant my works have become? 

And the irony in that 

is ten little paperback books thrown away 
Have birthed yet another irrelevant work 


This poem you’re reading right now 


Chorus of the Faceless. 


To be measured by the penny 

Is the modern man’s worth 

Is the modern man’s motivation 

Like a sword caste in an iron mold 

No sheath and held to his neck 

Like prisoners 

Whiles he ignores the wars within himself 
The war inside his soul and mind 

ALL the while chasing something cold and 
soulless 

To fill his already empty pockets 

With things less empty than he 

On a car ride with my closest friend 

No 

Second brother twice removed 

We argued over many things 

And then he told me this 


My goal in life is to be among 


The chorus of the faceless 

Those who walked before us 

Scattered in different places 

But held together 

By relevance in blood 

Past, future, and present 

He told me 

The sex, money, and wealth 

Look all nice in appearance 

But honor held by blood 

Is of more value than any pension 

And to be among the faceless was his goal 
A Pearson is of great standing with the 
wealth he leaves behind 

A person is of greater riches with the 
deed’s he’s left behind 

Because no amount of money can buy 
Helping the human element 

Because coins get rusty 


But family moves along through time 


Masters and Novices 


They say the master has failed more times 
Than the novice has dared to attempt 
But sometimes I wonder 

If the novice had more common sense 

The novice never had to feel the bitter 
sting 

Of molding his own blade in the caste 
Therefore, he has no scars 

The novice never once had to go through 
The exhaustion of running five hundred 
miles 

The novice never knew the thirst after 
running only two hundred miles 

And had three hundred to go 

The novice never got rejected 
Therefore, his skin is soft and weak 
The novice never had to look for 


opportunity 


Therefore, he appreciates little 

The novice never really had to think that 
hard 

So, he wonders the pastures like lost 
sheep chasing the others 

Wherever they may lead 

The novice never learned persistency 

So, he walked away from the first closed 
door 

Never opening the second 

To find opportunity there 

The master has made all of these mistakes 
The only difference between the master 
and the novice 

Is the master made these mistakes 
multiple times over 

But every time 


He was willing to do it again 


The Beautiful People 


I see them in the sea of people 
Walking on by 

Going about their day to day lives 

As if nobody notices them 

But I tell you friend if you look hard 
enough 

You’1ll find them in the most normal 
places 

The girl at the coffee shop across the 
hotel 

Who wakes up early to serve the masses 
In the morning on their way to work 
The beautiful people 

On the sidewalks preaching for money 


With dirty cardboard signs 


Der Untegang 


Between the trenches and the soaked boots 
Lie a much greater evil than the powers 
that be 

Or the bodies that bleed 

Blood running through the trenches like 
canyons 

And a river underneath 

That cannon fodder mixed with screams 
Of boys called to be men 

Coddled by their mothers 

Now taken by a man-made mother nature 
How is evil born? 

A natural disposition burned by mustard 
gas in ditches 

Or the yearning to be an artist 

Was it the pain of weary losers? 


Trying to find a face to blame 


As thousands upon thousands await their 
fate 

Ready to dissipate 

In all matter both body and mind 

As the scratch marks riddle the walls 
Counting the number of his days like a 
prisoner in his cell 

The cries of agony heard around the world 
by God himself 

Could have never sounded sweeter 

When the second time around 

A group of boys called to be men 

Coddled by their mothers 

Where taken from their arms 

And given to a man-made mother nature 
Was all made by one man 

Who thought he had a noble cause 

The pure would only go to god 

But the soulless where released in suite 


By a factory machine 


Surrounded by barbed wire 
Now you tell me 


Who were the dirty ones? 


I’ve never written a Love Poem 


I’ve never written a love poem 
I never thought I would 

But here I am pen and pad 
Thinking about you 

They say light comes after the darkest 
dawn 

And where here but for a moment 
But what a special time it was 
You encouraged me 

Lifted me up 

Helped me be a batter person 


I’ll miss your warmth 


The Beautiful People Part II 


I see the invisible people 
Invincible from God’s love 
Forgotten on the sidewalks 

I see them in the hallways 

The bathrooms 

The walk ways 

The buses and the side streets 
Standing outside the rat race 
Begging for cheese 

“can I please have you’re sandwich” 
“could you spare some change please” 
Their rags are their riches 

And they don’t ask for much 

Just someone to talk to 


Or a hand to touch 


A girl Named #### 


I see you often 

Walking after class 

A pretty dress 

You say when you have time off 

You like to look nice 

I heard you say you were going to japan 
next year 

With your boyfriend 

I had to critique your speech the other 
day 

My mouth was filled with garbage 

“T -uh-uh-uh-uh it wa-was g- good” 
Until you smiled, and the teacher said 
“Let him off the hook”! 

Then you sat down 

I'll admit 

I enjoy watching you walk the other way 


after class 


But not for the reason the rappers think 
You look damn good walking that sunset 
line around 5’oclock 

But I think what depresses the hell out 
of me 

Is that next semester 

If there is a next semester 

I’tl have forgotten you 

Because they say 


Pretty girls are a dozen a dime 


Foolish Man 


You did not curse me 

When the winds of change come like they 
often do 

Much faster than my brain would like to 
admit 

You did not curse me 

When another job falls though 

When my finances are low 

You did not curse me 

When my organs give out 

And im bed ridden with pain 

And im too tired to walk the stairs 

You did not curse me 

When it all falls under my feet you meet 
my most basic needs 

Not wants of a foolish heart 

You did not curse me 


When I think of the end 


Blood spilt from the pen 

An often cliché line 

You did not curse me 

When I fight up hill 

You did not curse me 

Even when a foolish man like myself 


Curses you... 


The Boy and the Lion 


The other day a thought connected 

Out of the blue seemingly unnoticed 

Of an angry little boy 

Screaming in the face of a lion 

Tears in his eyes 

Mad at the world 

His face stricken with agony 

His eyes wide and violent from a struggle 
The black caked his chest 

As he met eye to eye with the lion 

Only inches apart from its face 

The little boy asked why things where 
this way 

And its eye’s where soft and glazed like 
dew 

It smiled softly back at eh boy whose 
face was red 


With bulging veins across his face 


And engulfed the boy with its body 
There was calm 


As the two melted away ... 


“Taken Rectally” 


Today I went to the pharmacy 

For a terminal illness 

That will surely catch up to me 

In the long run 

The lady at the counter pulled out a bag 
Then another much larger bag 

She told me the insurance would not cover the 
200$ in pills 

But the big bags where only 15$ 

She told me “they’re suppositories” 

I asked, “do you swallow them’? 

She answered 

“No, they’re taken rectally” 

And we both laughed so hard our faces turned 
red 

I said I would call my doctor 

That I was in pain but not THAT much pain 
Now I sit here writing this 

And think 


What a funny metaphor for life 


Friend of a Friend 


I met her through a friend of a friend 
A bitter self-bettering virgin 

That first night 

I took you out to dinner 

That friend of a friend said, “she was 
loose” 


But I saw her as something more human 


Monty 


My Uncle is a simple guy 

He likes to golf 

He drinks tea and watches Joel Osteen on 
Sundays 

And Jeopardy on weekdays 

Sometimes when I’m not preoccupied with 
stupid things 

We go to the putting green 

I’ve gone golfing with you every so often 
for twenty-two years 

But I’ve never gotten to know you so well 
Until now 

You take people in much like Jay did 

My brother pointed out to me the other 
day 

That you’ve never missed a band recital 
You have weird catch phrases 


“Life is good” 


“Life is a bowl of raspberries” 
“life is a bowl of cherries” 

Or rabbits 

Maybe one day some kid who keeps 
Switching jobs and isn’t too sure of 
himself yet 

Will come to live with me 

And I’1l make him pancakes 

Or offer him coffee 

Or write him “have a good day” notes on 
the kitchen counter 

And hear him or her blab on about 
whatever fancies them at the moment 
Either way 

It’s a good standard 


To set for the next generation 


Sunday’s are my least favorite 


Most Sundays I don’t do much 

It’s the most wanted but least favorite 
day of the week 

Most days I’m busy working 

That’s how I fill my time 

And ignore my emotions 

But Sundays are my day off 

And Wednesdays I fill with sporadic 
errands 

Sundays, I sit in my rented room 

And watch the sun as it seeps through the 
shades 

Of my black curtains 


And worry about what I’Ll do next 


Retail Tales 


People come with rather un-worldly reason 
or wisdom at the most unexpected times 
The bakery lady lost her babies in a gang 
fight 

One dead, one paralyzed from the waist 
down 

Because of what was under the shirt of 
another man’s hip 

She told me “God takes care of the birds” 
“he'll take care of you so why worry when 
the sparrows eat” 

She cried a river then drank it away 

She smoked a train 

But had the love and understanding to let 
me Know everything would be ok 

I met another man 

A tall African American 


I’d told him I was jealous of a friend 


Because he’d been a drug dealer with 
assets 

While I went on the straight and narrow 
for minimum wage 

Throwing heavy boxes all day 

He’d told me he used to sell crack 
cocaine in California 

He’d play basketball with the police 
officers high as a kite 

But got locked up 

He told me that I didn’t want to be him 
at forty 

He told me he makes money on a side 
hustle now as a freelance construction 
worker 

Almost 2k the other day 

He asked me why I don’t start my own 
business 

He invited me to his small church 


downtown 


And said both where my decision to make 


House 


I’m sorry for this next one 


Please don’t let your children or the 
rest of them read it 


My apologize to both of you 

The night Ben died 

When we were all standing in the kitchen 
It was the first time I’d seen Monty cry 
Near the corner of that table 

In the corner 


I saw him standing with a big grin on his 
face 


And said nothing 

Me and the older of the two brothers 
Where at the house at one point 
Sometime after Jay had passed 

We ate hamburger taco’s and I was there 
Helping with something I can’t remember 


But I kept seeing her in the reflection 
of those large windows 


By the backyard 


Then she chased me down the hallway I 
could feel it 


So, if my memory serves me right 
I'd left abruptly 

This is all I can say 

Of that time... 


I’d had this one locked in my head for a 
while 


In fear that if I’d shared it 
The both of you would be jealous 


That I’d seen them both and maybe you 
hadn’t 


But that sort of business is not for me 
to know 


Not in this life or the next... 


| have an old friend 


I have an old friend 

That I met in high school 

In a biology class 

Who wouldn’t let me sit next to him 

But I sat there anyways 

So 

Naturally his response was to punch me in 
the face 

I swung back and knocked off his glasses 
And that ironically 

Was the beginning of a lifetime 
friendship 

And ironically to this day 

He still attempts to teach me how to 
throw punches at life 


Because his ego is bigger than god 
himself 


Scribes 


We as writers 

Especially those who have been versed in 
a dead language 

At least in my opinion, 

Have been given the misfortune 

Of recording the events of our time, 
place and age 

And I would like to think 

That one day when our civilization fall’s 
And a new one takes its place 

That they will gather up the crumpled 
paper’s 

Of frustrated poets everywhere 

And study what had been 

We are scribe’s 


Plain and simple 


